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plicated about that? Then, because a young man could not
do without women, he was running after Olga. That was
still simpler. Magtig, he thought, old Piet Uys was right
when he said men were as simple as animals. But things were
moving. In the last month he had had a number of reports.
There was a lot more coming and going than was usual.
6When the buck move, a lion is stirring.3 That was another
piece of Piet's wisdom. And the man who was hunting the
lion watched the buck. By the way they turned into the wind,
by their restlessness, the twitching of their ears, he could guess
the position of the lion. Von Brandt was combining business
with pleasure.
But why did he go and meet that girl of Sebastian's so
often? It was dangerous to double-cross a woman like Olga.
What were those messengers doing that went so often between
him and Marais? What had his two trips 6ver to the lake
meant? The porters had gone under their full loads of sixty
pounds and had come back with next to nothing. And why
this sudden hospitality among the coffee planters over the
mountain? Party after party. Were they parties? There had
been little singing or drinking.
The boy who had brought him the news had looked in at
some of them through the window. 'They stood like this,
Bwana,5 he said. He had stood very straight with his heels
together and had raised his right hand. 'They said, "Aalitler
... Aalitler." Then they went their ways.5 There was no
beer, no women, no dancing. el think it is a new god they
worship, Bwana. And they have arms. They open boxes of
small guns.3
Small guns. Those would be Mauser pistols, Liigers'
Tommy guns. Unquestionably Mr. Wilson must go and
shoot a gorilla. They would pick up some Pigmy hunters and
he would take a few young Masai.
The white flag was on the staff. The dead buck hung b